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lie, situated in a quiet valley, was, as ustials pillaged
and ransacked at the Revolution; and these statues,
interesting as portraits, were torn from their, tombs,
and broken; they are now placed in a dark corner,
with mutilated visages and broken noses, enclosed by
bolts and bars and grilles, for the church has been
converted into a prison, which is much to be deplored.
* After I had come a considerable distance in a cab,
hired exprds, the pert jailor's daughter (hang her I)
was very nearly causing me to be turned away, with
the gate shut in my face, because the Minister ;of the
Interior had lately published an ordinance, prohibiting
visitors entering prisons; but by perseverance and ex-
plaining that I did not care a fig for the prisoners, but
only for the chapel, I won my way.
fi My day's journey ended at Chinon, a little town on
the river Vienne, with a castle of enormous extent,
now one vast heap of ruins, but originally the favourite
residence of our early kings, Henry II. and Richard I,,
who held it as counts of Anjou, and afterwards of the
kings of France. It stands on a most commanding
platform of rock, divided into three parts, by very
deep fosses, cut in the rock*' In one pile of crumbling
roofless walls, where the position of once stately rooms,
without number, is shown foy broken chimneys and
windows, tradition has recorded, that Joan of Arc was
first introduced to Charles VII*, and distinguishing
him, from among his courtiers, led Mm to the recess
in the thickness of the wall, apart from the rest, where
she revealed to him, things, which the chroniclers say,
convinced him of her mission from Heaven. Here are
many dungeon towers, in which the Grand Master of
the Templars, Jacques de Molay, that chief of the
Order, may have lingered; and'from another tower,
ran a secret passage, by which Charles VII. visiiied his
miatfres^ Ag&es Sorel, in the house, which he had built
for her, onteide the walls.
At TOOTS 1 fras in the land of Quentin Durward,